and hit only one small wooden cabin.   There was only
one real house in the place to hit anyway.
In Ivalo I met a Finnish officer who had been an engineer
in the Petsamo nickel mines* and he told me that the
Russians would be most unlikely to get any benefit from
these mines because the preliminary work on them is not
yet finished and the plans and drawings were rushed over
to England the moment the war started. We made our
lunch off reindeer steaks, and as it began to get dark soon
afterwards we started off for the front line.
I was very glad to get a chance to see this front because,
although there has been very little activity for about a
month,, it is really a little war all on its own. And it seems
incredible that warfare at all, let alone mechanised warfare-,
can take place in mid-winter right up in the Arctic above
the sixty-ninth parallel—farther north than Murmansk, in
fact. Well, to get on with things, we drove at the usual
incredible speed through snow-covered forest which was
unending except for occasional stretches of desolate tundra
—great tracks of frozen swampland with hardly any trees—
until after some time we began to see traces of the Finnish
defences. Once again, as at the Karelian Isthmus, they
have made full use of their country's natural resources;
one sees the same tracts of trees felled about three feet from
the ground- And then suddenly the bus turned sharply
off the main toad and we found ourselves pulled up out-
side a group of log houses.
This was the local headquarters and we were received
there by several Finnish officers. The place had been
machine-gunned from the air only a few days before and
you could see where the bullets had torn through the
wooden walls* Some of these officers spoke good English
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